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BISHOP STRACHAN eu Axminster Rugs.Scrofula

This root of many evils—
Glandular tumors, abscesses, 

pimples, and other cutaneous erup 
tions, sore ears, inflamed eyelids, 
rickets, dyspepsia, catarrh, readi­
ness to catch cold and inability to 
get rid of it easily, paleness, ner­
vousness, the consumptive ten­
dency, and other ailments —

Can be completely and perma­
nently removed, no matter how 
young or old the sufferer.
I Hood’s Sarsaparilla was given the daughter 
of Silas Vernooy, Wawarsing. N. Y., who had 
broken out with scrofula sores all over her 
face and head. The first bottle helped her 
and when she had taken six the sores were all 
healed and her face was smooth. He writes 
that she has never shown any sign of the 
scrofula returning.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla 
Promises to cure and keeps the 
promise. Ask your druggist for it 
today and accept no substitute.

HEROISM OF »F 172-174

Bayleys
Dundàs St,

ARTHUR EGAN Rev, Conway Cartwright Cives Some Early 
Reminiscences of the Pioneer Bishop.PERETTES. We have just received the LARGEST and MOST 

ELEGANT assortment of Axminster Rugs ever shown in 
the city. They are in Oriental, Floral, Conventional and 
other designs. In sizes suitable for parlors, libraries, halle 
and bedrooms. The prices place them within reach of all

Former Toronto Boy Who Has 
Saved Fifteen Lives.

My earliest recollections of the first 
Bishop of Toronto are somewhat hazy. 
In fact, the only figure I distinctly re­
call is that of the verger, who ap­
peared to my childish eyes an awe- 
inspiring personality, clad in somber 
black, with a hooked nose and a white 
tie. About three years later I remem­
ber the bishop at Ardath, on Wolfe 
Island, patting my temples and de­
claring that I had eaten enough pud­
ding because the spot was quite hard.

But that period at which I saw most 
of him was while accompanying him 
on a confirmation tour in 1865. About 
the second week in May we left To­
ronto in a cab, and starting at St. 
Jude’s, Scarboro, held confirmation 
through the counties of Durham and 
Ontario, until we finally emerged at 
Newcastle and took the train back to 
Toronto. The Rev. S. Givens joined 
us at Whitby and stayed with us until 
we reached Port Perry. The vener­
able prelate was a worker, and never 
spared himself, as the record of one 
day’s doings may show. One Sunday 
we left Manchester about 8:30 a.m., 
and drove to Uxbridge, a distance of 
ten miles. There, after full morning 
service and sermon, the bishop con­
firmed thirty candidates, standing and 
laying his hands on the candidates, 
two at a time, concluding with an ad­
dress of about forty minutes' dura­
tion. Immediately this service was 
over we started for West Brock 
Church, said to be ten miles further, 
where, after full evening service, 
twenty-eight were confirmed and an­
other long address given them by the

Special purchase of Wrap- 
perettes, second shipment, 
fine colors, pretty patterns, 
regular 1212c, now selling at 

8c.
These wrapperettes are 

fine cloth in reds and red and 
black, purples and black and 
white. It’s a snap; seldom 
shown in these fabrics. Look 
sharp after them.

A Modest Youth of 17 Who is Annoyed 
by His Fame—Sketch of 

His Career.
TURKISH RUGS, 
JAPANESE RUGS,
VELVET RUGS, 

IN .

SMYRNA RUGS, 
JAPANESE REED RUGS, 
TAPESRY RUGS, ETC.,

-
[Chicago Tribune.]

Eleven reporters and five artiste 
called on 17-year-old Arthur Egan the 
other day to ask him how he saved 
fifteen persons from drowning in five 
years. The worst of it was they call­
ed at different times, so that the mod­
est hero was forced to tell the story 
of his deeds eleven times and pose be­
fore the artists five times.

It is a distinction that Arthur didn’t 
enjoy, and finally he went in hiding to 
dodge the fame he has won by his 
brave deeds.

One reason why Arthur doesn't think 
It much of a thing to save a person 
from drowning is that he is so much 
at home in the water. Swimming

AIL SIZES.
CARPETS, LINOLEUM, CURTAINS, WINDOW SHADES, DRAPERIES

The largest and best selection of housefurnishings west 
of Toronto. Sole agents for John Crossley & Sons' cele­
brated carpets.

CREATON CO.
have arrived with the wagon.’ ‘Is it 
a bishop carry a bundle-’ said the 
doctor in astonishment. ‘Why not?’ 
said I.”

“On another occasion, near Holland 
Landing, we had to keep an appoint­
ment thirty miles off by the road; 
but the people of the inn said that 
there was a short cut through the 
swamp that reduced the distance to 
twelve miles. I knew enough of side 
roads to wish to keep to the main 
one, but the clergymen with me were 
so anxious to try the short cut that 
I yielded. Very soon we found that 
hundred yards or so we had to take 
down the snake-fences to build a sort 
of corduroy bridge over a mud-hole 
or impassable bit of road. There were 
three young clergymen with me, and 
I observed that when we came to a 
bad bit they would say, 'My lord, we 
will ride on and see if there is any 
chance of getting out of this.’ They 
did so twice,but the third time I said. 
'Na, na! you'll not ride on! you'll stay 
here and build bridges.’

“I and George Stuart, that is the 
archdeacon, you know, were ordained| 
on the same day at Kingston. George| 
Stuart preached in the morning, and 
1 preached in the afternoon, and we’ 
dined at your grandfather's. Old Mr.
'Stuart—that’s the archdeacon’s father, i 

you know—dined there too, and after: 
dinner he says, ‘Well, Strachan, I've I 
heard you and I’ve heard my son1

Seedless Watermelons.
COOGLER’S defeat his efforts but even endanger 

his own life.
DANGERS IN TRYING TO SAVE.
“The great trouble is," said Arthur 

Egan, “that most people, when they 
get their mouth and nose under water 
and cannot get their breath, become

[From the Denver Post.]
Former State Senator Swink has 

been working on the seedless melon 
proposition many years. During the 
long winter nights he sat up and 
wrestled with the great problem, "How 
can it be done?” Often daylight found 
him examining minutely and micro­
scopically the seeds he had cut and 
hacked and desiccated, in his efforts 
to determine how to get along with­
out them. And early one morning 
about five months ago. so it is related, 
Mr. Swink came bounding into break- 
fast after one of his all-night sessions 
and startled his wife and children by 
shouting in a perfect spasm of glee; 
“I’ve got it! I can do it!”

Then, it is said, he rushed away 
without explaining to his astonished 
family what on earth he meant.

But Mrs. Swink is reputed to have 
said: “Never mind; father knows." 
And as “father” stands quite well in 
the estimation of his family, the mere 
knowledge that he knew was sufficient 
to all. Swink selected certain kinds of 
seeds, planted them at certain unusual 
distances apart and began to watch 
for the first signs of their germination. 
After spying on the plants as they

came to him as naturally as it does 
to a young trout. He never took a 
lesson in swimming in his life, but 
swims like a fish, with a strength and 
endurance really marvelous. Physic­
ally be is a splendid specimen of bud­
ding manhood. He is of medium 
height, and his well-knit frame pro­
mises muscular development. His 
chest is deep, and capable of great 
expansion, just what a good swimmer 
needs. His arms and legs are har­
moniously developed, and would make 
a fine model for a painter of the nude 
or a sculptor.

He was not born in Chicago, but 
came to this city with his parents. Mr. 
and Mrs. Francis Egan, when he was 
six months old. His cradle stood in 
Toronto, Ont., where his grandfather 
and his father were raised, and where 
they are still remembered as unusu­
ally excellent swimmers. Arthur was 
too young when he lived in Toronto to 
extend an acquaintance with the 
water beyond the narrow limits of his 
little bathtub, and he did not begin 
to swim until he was about 11 years 
old.

SWAM UPON FIRST ATTEMPT.
It is amusing to hear Arthur Egan 

speak of his first lesson in swimming, 
if lesson it may be called. “I was sit­
ting on the pier at the foot of Fifty- 

plement contains thirty-two pages of fourth street one day with some of 
:1 T : _e: my friends, when one of them, out ofhis latest poems. Like a man of busi- pure mischief, pushed me into the 
ness and of sense he is his own pub- water. The water was rather deep in come 
lisher; like Goethe, he combines the that spot, and I could not touch bot-|

SUPPLEMENT.

The “Original Verse” of the South 
Carolina Bard.

bishop. Afterwards we drove anotherterribly frightened and lose all control 
of themselves. They struggle and I ten miles to Cannington, to find the

people of the inn away at evening 
service. It was a little after nine 
when we got our first meal since our

fight with terrific fury until they be­
come unconscious.

"Sometimes it is mighty dangerous 
to try to save such persons. I re­
member what a fierce fight I had with 
a big, fat man whom I saved from 
drowning. He had jumped off the div­
ing stand and was attacked by cramp 
when he tried to reach the float. I 
was in a boat at the time, and when 
he cried for help I quickly rowed over 
to him. By the time I reached him he

eight o’clock breakfast. A little scene 
that occurred that afternoon may 
serve to show the age of the vener­
able prelate, who was the principal 
figure in the day's hard work. Coming 
out of West Brock Church, on our way 
to the cab, a fine apple-cheeked old 
gentleman, who was walking along­
side the bishop, said to him, “Will

He Unites Within Himself All the 
Qualities of the Romanticist 

and the Realist.

[New York Sun.]
We are proud to remember that we 

were among the earliest admirers of 
the poetic genius of Hon. J. Gordon 
Coogler. His name is borne on all the 
wings of all the winds now. A large 
part of the business of the postoffice, 
his postoffice, at Columbia, S. C., con­
sists of mail orders for his books, re­
quests for his autograph, letters from 
his literary correspondents and disci­
ples. His “Purely Original Verse" has 
just reached its sixth edition A sup-

your lordship tell me how old you 
are?" “Tell me first how old you are!”

was thoroughly scared and desperate­
ly clutched the boat. He weighed
about 200 pounds, and in the twinkl- i replied the bishop. "Well, I am seven- 
ing of an eye he had the boat upset | ty-four,” said the farmer with a tone 
and me spilled in the water. Once he that had a touch of pride in it. “Tut! 
got hold of me and I thought it was tut! you’re a chicken! I could add 
all over with me, because he was so thirteen years to that,’ was a reply 
strong and heavy, but I managed to that amazed the recipient. I still re- 
get away from him and into the boat. ! call with amusement old Mr. St.J s 
I would not let him get near the boat | face, showing as it did half-incredu- 
but cast him a line, with which I ieh
dragged him ashore.”

lous astonishment, and at the same 
time an almost sheepish look of abash­
ed pride of old age.

Leaving one of the smaller townsWOMAN WHO HELPED.
“Not all people get so scared," con- his lordship said to me, “I had an! 

tinued Arthur Egan; “some remain idea of putting you there, but this 
perfectly cool and collected and give Yankee has got in and we cannot re- 
the life saver but little trouble. I re- move him, but General"—(he had : 
member a young woman who used to given me in my childhood this nick- 

out here often. She was a good name after a General Conway, who 
swimmer and never had any fear for | figured in the war of American inde- 

I pendence)—“if you get a country mis- 
1sion you will have to learn to ride, 
and, General, you'll fall off! When I 
was at Cornwall I had almost always 
a sore shoulther or something.” I

George, and you’re no such great 
shakes. either on you. He goes as if 
he were at a funeral, and you go at a 
hand-gallop.’ Your grandfather found 
fault with me for using Scotticisms, 
but I think I've got praty weei rid of 
them noo, tho’ I dae stili spak at 
times with a slight Scotch ton(e)." 
The old man purposely broadened his 
accent while uttering his last sen­
tence.

He advised me to learn to sing, as 
he had, he said, learned five or six 
tunes for use in country churches, 
when there was no one to lead the 
singing. “I tell you we woke up the 
congregation when I and some old 
woman would strike up ‘Martyrs.’ ”

The bishop was very fond of whist- 
|ling Scotch airs, and as he grew old, 

being very deaf, he often whistled 
audibly without being in the least 
aware of it. When curate at St.

|grew, it became known that he had 
really put some momentous enterprise 
on foot.

Later, Mr. Swink brought and laid 
i before his family and friends a huge, 

long green melon, and dividing it clear­
ly at one stroke of his big knife, dis­
played to them the pink interior of a 
splendid emerald sphere without a 
single seed. This was but the small 
beginning of a great end. Of course 
Mr. Swink will not reveal the secret 
process by which he cut off a melon’s 
hope of posterity and at the same time 
renders its fleeting presence here most 
beneficent and beloved.

The seeds in the melons have al­
ways been considered a great draw­
back, and while they do not act as com­
plete neutralizers of the joys of such 
delicious gormandizing, they have by 
many been regarded as a serious men 
ace to the lives of the eaters.

shrewdness of the man of the world tom with my feet. I knew I had to [ 
_| do something to keep my mouth above 
with the imaginative instinct and deli- | water, and, without knowing anything pretty far out 
cate fancy of the poet. Those of us about swimming. I began to scramble - - -
who divined the morning glimmer of dog fashion for the shore, which I 
his faculty have the right to rejoice ! reached without much trouble. My 
the most in its noonday splendor. | success greatly encouraged me, and

With the works contained in his ear- I from that day on I had perfect con-

her safety. One day, however, she 
was attacked by cramp while she was 

I was out in a boat.
and when I came near the place where
she was quietly floating on the water| 
she called me and asked me to tow her i have been told that in those days he 

would look at nothing under sixteenas she had the cramp and couldin.
I not swim. She did not give me a bit I hands and always rode at 

of trouble and did not seem frightened
a gallop,lier editions the world is familiar. Yet . fidence in my ability to keep my head 

now, when Mr. Coogler’s fame is at the | above water, no matter how rough the 
height, these lines in which the utmost latter may be. After a while I learn- 
modesty accompanies the sense

with a loose rein and his feet as often 
out of the stirrups as in them.in the least.”

In the summer of 1899 Arthur Egan| 
unknown boy of

“General!" he went on, "did I ever 
tell you of my ride from Aberdeen to 

: Edinburgh and back In those days 
|we always rode in ten mile stages, 
and on the way up I got, at one of

of ed to swim with different strokes and saved the life of an 
in different positions, but after all my 
first lesson was the most valuable and 
instructive, because it gave me seif-| 
confidence, a matter of the greatest 
importance for a swimmer."

power and the certainty of renown are 
doubly impressive: 14 years who jumped off the pler into 

deep water, although he did not know 
how to swim. The next person he 
saved was the big fat man already“You’ll never see this form clad in gaudy 

apparel, 
Nor these feet playing the ‘dude’ in 

patent leather shoes;
But your children’s children will some 

day read
Some pleasant quotation from my in­

nocent muse.”

James’ Cathedral. Toronto. I frequent­
ly heard his soft notes during the 
sermon, and once or twice caught the 
strains of Jock o Hazeldean during 
the service.

He was ever to me more like a 
grandfather than a bishop, and I loved 
the manly, kindly old man with my 
whole heart. Only on one occasion 
was I compelled to take a course in 
opposition to his wishes, and then 
when he saw 1 was conscientious in 
my resistance to his will he forbore 
to press me. This was in regard to 
the signing of the Oxford resolutions.

I forgot to mention that it was his

the stages, a horse that no persua­
sion could get out of a walk. On my 
return at the same stage I got the 
same horse, but I was not going to be

mentioned. Neither the boy mor the 
man ever considered it worth their Timely Resolution.It was not long after Arthur had| 

received his first lesson in swimming| 
that his skill and courage as a swim­
mer were put to the test. His style 
of swimming was still rather primi­
tive, though he had outgrown the 
poodle method some months before. 
FIRST SAVED AT TWELVE YEARS

One day in the summer of 1897,

while to give their names or to thank 
their rescuer. done this time. So, as soon as I was 

1 out of sight of the inn, I dismounted 
and tied him to the hedge. Then I

“I don’t care much,” said Arthur 
Egan the other day, “but it’s strange 
that most of the people whom I have

[Huron Expositor.]
The West Wellington Farmers’ In­

stitute seems to be fully alive to the 
interests of the farmers of this coun­
try and to be prepared to do its share 
towards securing them their rights. 
The following resolution, which was 
passed unanimously, was presented to 
Prof. McLean at Guelph, when he 
was pursuing his investigations there 
last week, by the president, Mr. Jas. 
McEwing. It would do no harm and; 
might do much good if other insti­
tutes would pass similar resolutions 
and forward them to Mr. McLean. 
Such resolutions would show the feel­
ing among the farming community 
as well as anything else could, and if 
they reach the government, as they 
no doubt will, may have the effect of 
strengthening the governmental back­
bone when dealing with the railway 
companies. No government can sub­
sist very long in this country with­
out the support of the farmers. The 
farmers have, therefore, the power in 
their own hands, if they see fit to ex­
ercise it, of securing justice at the 
hands of the railway corporations. If 
they do not take interest enough in 
their own affairs to use the power 
they possess, and prefer remaining the 
bond slaves of the railway companies 
instead of being their masters, they 
need not be surprised if they are 
laughed at by their oppressors, and 
the bleeding process still goes on. The 
resolution speaks for itself and is as 
follows:

Moved by John Honor, seconded by 
John Fairweather, that whereas the 
farmers of this province have been 
for many years suffering a large loss 
annually by.reason of the unjust and 
unfair system of railway discrimina­
tion in the matter of freight reights 
and supply of rolling stock; and 
whereas this discrimination had been 
largely in favor of our foreign and 
western competitors in the markets of 
the world; and whereas this system of

went into the field, took out my knife 
saved from drowning never even said | &nd cut a branch of gorse. You know 

|what gorse is? " “Yes. my lord! It 
Iis what they call whinns in Ireland."

He knows that he has built his mon- 
ument and that posterity will read 

and admire as his contemporaries do.| 
But “innocent muse" is too cold a !

thank you after they were all right 
again. I don’t know whether they are
ashamed of the fix they were in or| 
whether they simply lack good man- 
ners, but the fact remains that life ! 
saving is a rather ungrateful busi­
ness."

ROLLED OVER A BARREL.
The next person whose life Arthur 

saved was Fred Spencer, one of his 
best chums. Fred went out on the

phrase. Recalling the undulation and Egan, who was then but 12 years old, 
diversity of these poems, the wide and a few older friends of his went 
vision that reaches from the romantic I to the pier at the foot of Fifty-fourth 
sorrow of “Maud, the Mill and the street to bathe. One of the boys. Ed. 
Lily” to the easy humor of “A Mus- I Reynolds, a lad of 18 years, although 
tacheless Bard," may we not attribute ! ret 1------ : — 1 - — * *

“Well, I lifted his tail—vera cannily 
—you know—and I put the branch 
of gorse under it—verra cannily—then 
I got him into the road with his head| 
straight for where I wanted to go
and got on his back—verra cannily— I habit to carry with him when travel­

ing a few bottles of Burgundy, and to
not knowing how to swim, went down

to Mr. Coogler “all the charm of all 
the Muses?” His “Man Without the

the ladder into the water and let go 
with his hands. He had seen other 
boys do the same trick and float off 
safely and thought he could do it, too. 
When his head went under water, 
however, he became scared and began 
to beat the water wildly with his 
hands in his efforts to regain the lad- 

I der. He sank before he had reached 
the ladder and before he had had time

I took my stick and I hot him a bang
take one glass at dinner, being the 
only stimulant he used.

I give these reminiscences in order 
to bring out in strong relief the kind­
ness, good sense tnd good humor of 
one who was emphatically the right 
man in the right place as a pioneer 
bishop.

Aff he set. I tell you I was not very 
long going those ten miles; for when- 

lake about 150 yards and was attacked ever he slackened 1 hot him another 
by. cramp. Arthur was in the office, bang. When I knew that the next

Hoe.” one of the supplementary poems, 
is simpler, more reasonable, more nat-|
ural and sounder than the daub of 
rhetoric that suggested it. Two stan- 
zas must be given here:

turn would bring me in sight of the 
inn at the end of the stage. I dis­
mounted and tied him and took away

dressed in his bathing suit, when the 
alarm was given. He hastened out 
and just reached his friend when the 
latter was about to go down for the 
third time. He brought Fred in safety 
but it required twenty minutes of hard 
work to revive the lad by rolling him 
over a barrel to restore respiration. , . .__ , T:basa. one or chomkeionme Pare | F DeRoP :Abtas*.*
the other off the diving stand. Neither himself with a breakfast at eight, and

“ He’s forty summers old, and is 
Strong and fat;

His chin and forehead are alike. 
Dark and flat.”

“His coat and pants are slick with age, 
And his hat;

A collar ne’er adorned his neck , + .Or cravat." reached the place where his comrade
|had sunk. Just then Reynolds came 

‘I am Inclined to believe." says the ! to the surface again. Arthur raised 
poet slyly. “that there is more truth | Reynolds' head above the water and 
in them than in Markham's.”.....................................

the gorse—verra cannily—and picked 
away all the prickles. Then I got on 

|again and rode at a walk. The ostler 
;just lifted up his hands and said, 
1‘Well, I never saw that horse in a

to call for help. Arthur Egan, who 
was the best swimmer among the 
boys, leaped into the water without 

|hesitation and with a few strokes

Green Old Age and Flowers.

[New York World.,
Mrs. Sylvia Langdon Dunham, of 

Southington, Conn., has reached the 
age of 101 years along a pathway of 
such serene well-being that she has 
but twice in a quarter of a century re­
quired a physician's care. Her descrip­
tion to a World correspondent of her 
routine of life is of much value to those 
who may envy her its tranquility quite 
as much as its length.

Mrs. Dunham still lives in the old 
home to which she was taken as a 
bride in 1824, and has been but once out 
of her state. Yet travel and excitement 
are not in themselves hostile to lon­
gevity. Sir Moses Montefiore, who 
lived to be nearly 101, traveled much, 
often under circumstances of consid-

he preferred to have dinner at six ifof the boys knew how to swim, and 
went under like a piece of lead. Arthur 
hauled them ashore without much 
trouble.

Peter Browning, of Armitage ave­
nue, was out swimming and when he 
was within 25 yards of the pier his 
strength gave out, and he sank after 
a short struggle. Arthur was fully 
dressed in the office at the time, but 
did not hesitate a moment to come to

possible. He had the strongest objec­
tion to anything between times. “I 
hope,” he said, "that you can do with 
two meals a day, for, as a rule, as soon 
as it gets mid-day the clergymen who 
are traveling with me will say, ‘My 
lord, we must go to this farm house 
and get some bread and butter.’ So 
away they go and come back with 
their mouths a greasy—maist disgust­
ing."

A beautiful trait of his character 
was his thoughtfulness for his aged 
wife. Because she would fret if she 
did not hear he found time to write

|pushed the big lad. toward the pier.
|After he had reached the ladder his 
|other comrades assisted him in pull­
ing Reynolds up on the pier, where he

Mr. Coogler belongs to no school. He 
is a romanticist and a realist. The 
combination is striking in such a poem 
as "Alice On Her Bike:”
“I love to view thy slender form
Upon the bike of shining steel

Go flying by;
Fain would I start me off and steal 
‘Round some lone corner where thy wheel

Might pass me nigh.”

was soon revived.
FIGHT WITH AN UNDERTOW.
The next life which Arthur saved 

was that of Raymond Aldine at Barry 
Beach two years ago. Arthur had fol­
lowed his inclination for the water 
and had obtained a position as watch­
er and life-saver at the beach. Ray­
mond Aldine was a boy of about 8 
years and a pretty fair swimmer. On 
a rough and windy day, when the un­
dertow was particularly strong, Al- 
dine went in swimming, although he 
had been warned of the danger. The 
boy was near the northern pier when 
the undertow took hold of him and 
swept him out. He battled bravely for 
a while, but was not strong enough 
to withstand the power of the water. 
The people on the beach noticed the 
desperate position in which the boy 
was and called Egan, who at the time 
was fully dressed and sitting in the 
office of the beach. Egan ran out on 
the pier and. dressed as he was, dived 
into the turbulent waters of the lake. 
When he reached the boy the latter

the rescue. Browning had gone under| 
for the third time before Egan reach-1 
ed him. He had to dive and found" 
Browning head down on the sandy, 
bottom of the lake. It required a des-| 
perate struggle to restore Browning : 
to life again.

The last case to his credit was that ! 
of J. A. Baker, who tried to commit

It is hard to say whether there is' 
more truth than poetry or more poetry| 
than truth in those lines that flow so| 
gently, like the rippling Congaree:

** There's a little brown-eyed lady 
Who is very dear to me.

She occupies a lovely cottage 
‘Mid the oaks in Waverly."

It is wasteful to quote from a book' 
which everybody will read, but at least 
we must show Mr. Coogler, often so 
pensive, in his brisker and roguishi 
vein. He is addressing a girl who 
wears suspenders, or an imitation 
thereof:

a line every day during our trip ex­
cept the Sundays.

I From Port Perry through Orono to eral hardship and excitement. The 
'Newcastle was a long trip, and the old :most famous centenarian of France in 

: . man laid himself out to enliven me j recent times, Dr. de Bossy, 105 years
suicide the other day by jumping in with many stories of his early life— I old, is not only a veteran of the Na-
the lake. Between the cases mention-;
ed Arthur Egan has saved several . them bearing testimony to the hard- 
other lives, but he knows neither the ships incident to a pioneer bishops 
names of the persons saved nor does | work. I feal. I shall not do full justice 
he remember any of the details.

poleonic wars, but the hero of a recent 
cholera epidemic.

But mental tranquility does un­
doubtedly favor old age. Mrs. Dunham 
goes to bed early, spends at least nine 
hours in sleep each night and takes a 
midday nap. eats plain, wholesome

of them humorous—some ofsome

discrimination in freight rates and 
supply of cars at suitable seasons has 
been in existence for many years 
without the railway cororations con­
ceding to us fair and just rates and 
shipping facilities, and whereas the 
government and municipalities have 
granted millions of dollars towards 
the building of the railroads, which 
should entitle the people making said 
grants to at least fair rates and ship­
ping facilities as their competitors; be 
it, therefore, resolved, that we deem 
it expedient and necessary for the 
government to appoint an able and 
independent board of commissioners, 
with power to investigate and regu­
lates rates, supply cars for shipping 
goods, and various other matters that 
arise between the individual and the

to the few I can recall. He told me
that he believed he was the first to 
go through the whole way from Owen 
Sound to Toronto. The road had just 
been cut, and he traveled in a wagon. 
Knowing that he would need their

LORD STRATHCONA WILL NOT 
RESIGN.

Montreal. Que., Sept. 1.—Lord Strath­
cona today gave an emphatic denial 
to the report that he intended to re­
sign his position as high commissioner 
for Canada in London.
DON’T CARE ABOUT HIS ANTI-IM­

PERIALISM.
Ottawa, Ont., Sept. 1.—Today Rev. 

Albert Walkley, pastor of the Unitar­
ian Church, told his congregation that 
if his anti-imperialistic views stood in 
the way of the church he was ready to 
step out. The members of the church 

Idecided that they would not think of 
allowing Mr. Walkley to resign, al-: 
though they did not agree with Ids 
anti-imperialism.

food and not too much of it, and spends 
most of her waking time out of doors, 
caring for her garden. Life insurance 
tables of the “expectation of life" prove 
gardening to be the most health­
ful of pursuits. The work is not heavy 
enough to overtax strength, it keeps 
one in the open air. and the constant 
care and contemplation of flowers are 
favorable to the mental peace which is 
the first requisite of real health.

If more women would follow Mrs.

“ You are not masculine or neuter. 
Neither of those genders;

Therefore I'd advise you to 
Pull off those suspenders."

assistance, he engaged four American 
axemen, who were returning home, to 
accompany him. For, soon after leav­
ing Owen Sound, they came at the 
end of a bridge to a bad mud-hole. 
It was dry on the surface, so the 
driver thought it would bear them; the : 
bishop thought not and got out. The! 
next minute they were into it, fairly| 
mired, the horses holding their noses' 
up. After some difficulty they pro­
cured a team of oxen from a neighbor­
ing farm; but the driver was a raw 
Irishman, who did not understand the 
language of oxen, and in extracting 
the wagon from the slough jammed 
the wheels so tightly between two 
large pines that it was necessary to 
cut one down to free it. As they pos­
sessed only one small tomahawk, this, 
even with the expert axemen relieving 
one another in turn, was a matter of 
hours. However, they got through to 
Toronto without any further adven­
ture worthy of recording.

“On one occasion.” said the bishop, 
"I had old Dr. Beaven with me, when 
the pole of the wagon struck a stump 
in the road and broke off. ‘What shall 
we do now?’ said the doctor. ‘Oh,’ I 
replied, ‘the verger will go to that 
farm-house and borrow a pole, while 
you and I will make up our robes and 
other things in a bundle and walk on 
to the place where they expect us. 
By the time we have finished the con­
firmation the verger and driver will

was already so thoroughly frightened 
that he fought like a little wildcat.You get from this volume a mental -

picture of Mr. Coogler as an honest. | Dragged down by his wet clothes and 
an affectionate and a sunny-hearted ! greatly impeded in 
man. There is a portrait of the physi-, 
cal Coogler, also, a man of good eye 
and port. In the final poem he says:

his movements.
Egan had to struggle fiercely to keep 
himself from drowning, but he brave­
ly fought with the desperate little boy 
and finally brought him in safely, thor- Dunham's example, combining health­

ful food and abundant sleep with light| 
outdoor work like gardening, bee- 
keeping and fruit-raising, there would 
be fewer premature funerals and far

“Stand back, let me hang my harp on the 
tree;

You are weary of the music it brings."

We shall not stand back. That harp 
must come down to refresh us with the 
music it brings.

oughly exhausted and almost uncon- 
scious.

HARDEST STRUGGLE OF ALL.
“It was one of the hardest fights 

against odds which I have ever 
fought," said Arthur Egan after­
wards. "My clothes felt heavy and 
pulled me down and so seriously im­
peded my movements that I could 
hardly hold my own against the fear­
ful force of the undertow. Besides 
that, the boy struggled so hard that 
my task became desperate. Several 
times I was at the point of giving 
up, but finally I managed to reach 
the shallow part of the beach. Even 
then it took me about fifteen minutes 
to fight my way to the shore."

Arthur Egan has made interesting 
studies in regard to the different ways 
in which persons act when they are 
In danger of drowning. In many 
cases the frantic struggles of the per­
son in danger of drowning greatly in­
crease the difficulty of the task of the 
life-saver, and in some cases not only

railway corporations.less havoc due to shattered nerves.

ASK FOR
CHAMBERLAIN'S GREATNESS.

It was at a Birmingham boarding 
school, and the teacher asked: "Who 
made the earth sun, moon and stars?”

"I know, teacher," said a small boy 
filliping his fingers.

"Well, Jessee?"
"Please, teacher, Mr. Chimberlink."
"Nonsense, Jesse; it was One much 

greater than Mr. Chamberlain."
"Ow, teacher, you are a prow-Boer!”

KNEW THE NEIGHBORHOOD.
Neighborhood Boy (sitting on log, 

fishing)—If you’re lookin' fur a place 
to spread your grub you’d better stop 
right where you are.

Chorus of Picnickers—Why, there is 
nothing but pebbles here. We want to 
find a spot where there's some grass.

Neighborhood Boy—Grass nothin'! 
When you git your baskets unpacked 
you'll find you’ll need all them stones 
te throw at the pigs. (LONDON)

An ale free from the faults of Lager and heavier brands of 
Ale and having the virtues of a pure beverage.

PICKING THE NOSE is a common 
symptom of worms. Mothers who sus­
pect their child is troubled with 
worms should administer Dr. Low's 
Worm Syrup. It is =jo. — “t safe and 
effectual *

REMARKABLE DISAPPEARANCE 
of all dirt from everything by using 
HUDSON’S SOAP. REWARD! Purity, 
Health, Perfect Satisfaction by its 
regular daily use, 21-uk-eod
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